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running away with his phaeton in the streets of that pleasantly-
situated town.

It was now 17S9. It was, to be precise, Tuesday, the fifth
of May, and a fine morning, after yesterday's damnable down-
pour. The fragment of Pennsylvanian oak was helping Mr.
Morris to make his way along a side-street of the little town
of Versailles, carrying him, he hoped, towards the Place
D'Armes and the Eoyal Palace.

The main road, by which he had come from Paris (starting
at a most ungentlemanly hour in the morning), was much too
crowded to allow of the further passage of a coach. Mr. Morris
told his driver to put him down, turned left, and hoped for
the best. He was wondering whether he would be able to
reach the seat he had hired in the Salle Des Menus Plaisirs
before the fun began.

Of his three abnormalities, Mr. Gouverneur Morris had had
to grow accustomed to the physical one. So far as his name
went, it had not occurred to him, since some unhappy days at
school, that there was anything unusual about it. But he was
constantly reminded of the surprise his political opinions
occasioned in such circles as would naturally welcome an
American citizen in the city of Paris. He was going to the first
session of the States-General with a wooden leg, a queer name,
and a perfectly open mind about the Ring's wisdom or lack
of wisdom in reviving, after two and a half centuries, that
somewhat unwieldy Parliament.

The Rue Be Noailles, after one sharp bend, led him into a
long straight avenue, converging towards the Paris road and
the Place D'Armes. As he reached the street-corner, Mr.
Morris could see the vast pile of the Palace, and stood trans-
fixed with new wonder, among the hurrying crowd, at that
sunlit monument to the splendours of monarchy.

At the same time he discovered the crowd was a little
thinner and that the people of Versailles were more considerate
towards one-legged foreigners than those who were flocking in
from Paris. He was soon across the Place, past the lordly
railings, and into the vast paved courtyard of the Palace. By
eight o'clock he was installed in a somewhat narrow seat on
the gallery of the Menus Plamrs and was learning from Ms